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skaters whom lie detests. The fiery torch came whirling and flaming
through the dark and hit the noble diplomatist sharply across the
shins, rebounding from which it lay blazing at the foot of a tree.
Lord Cowley was very angry. 1 wish these people wouldn't throw
their torches about here at me/ grumbled his lordship. 'Come
away and hide behind the island or he'll see you,' said Perch to
Harriet. So they glided away and from the cover of the island
they watched Lord Cowley angrily beating the blazing torch
against the ground to try to put it out. But the more he beat it, the
more the torch flamed and showered sparks into his face. Harriet
described the incident thus, 1 hit old Cowley such a crack over the
shins'.

Last week Mr. Greenwood, the Calne organist, fell on the
Bowood ice and broke his nose. The next day his son, a boy of 15,
fell while sliding, struck his head against a stone, fractured his skull
and died in an hour and a half by the lake side.

Tuesday, 3 January

I went to see old Isaac Giles. He lamented the loss of his famous
old pear tree. He told me he was nearly 80 and remembered seeing
the Scots Greys passing through Chippenham on their way to
Waterloo. They looked very much down, he said, for they knew
where they were going.

Wednesday, 4 January

At 8 piin. I went out on to the terrace. There was a keen clean
frost and the moon was bright in a cloudless sky. Some men were
beating the holly bushes along the old bridle lane at the top of
Parson's Ground. They probably had a clap net and were beating
for blackbirds, &c. 'Look out,' cried one man. I could hear their
voices quite distinctly across the fields in the silence of the frost.
Children's voices seemed to be calling everywhere. I heard them
from the village and across the common. A number of children
must have been out. Perhaps they were sliding in the moonlight.

[The diarist goes to stay at Claygate in Surrey.]
Thursday, 12 January

Sam, Perch and I went up to Town together, walking to Thames
Ditton station, 3 miles, as the roads were too icy for the horse to
travel.

A little before one o'clock I called at 9 Wilton Crescent by Miss